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handed the paper back to me without a
word.

I looked at the marked paragraph. It
ran as follows:

“Nevertheless, considering the history
of these islands, one is compelled to allow
that suceessive waves of immigration, ar-
riving from India, China, and the con-
tinent of Africa, have in so far modified
the original duel—"

It was my turn to grow red, I felt my-
self flushing pinker than even Hahn had
done.

“May one ask,” said Gore, in a singu-
larly gentle and agreeable voice, “what
duels are doing in this particular galley?
I never heard it was a custom of the races
under question; but if you have made any
new discovery—"

“Paying me a salary doesn't entitle you
to make fun of me, sir,” I eut in, breathing
rather hard.

“No, young devil,” said Gore, still in
that pleasant voice; “but it does entitle
me to notice if you mean to leave.”

“T don”t mean to—" 1 hegan.

“Oh, yes, you do,” said Gore. “By the
shortest route—home. Now, will vou
please tell me what you mean by cooking
up duels when you are engaged in my

an

service?

} IS5 pleasant manner had suddenly

flown out of the window, and the last
sentence was spoken in a tone that would
suppose -have seared some peaple.
It was  also  decorated—considerably.
Gore was a remarkable hand at decorated
language on oeeasion,

I said nothing at all. T looked at him,

“Sou know I can give information to
the authorities, and stop it," said Gore.

I said nothing.

“You know 1
first. port.”

I thought it time to speak.

“You ean do all those things,” I said.
“But you won't, Vincent Gore, heeause
you're not the sort of man, whatever you
may say, to stop a light,  Also hecanse |
can jolly well guess you've fought duels
vourself,”

Gore leaned back in his seat and gave
venl to one of his appalling shouts of
laughter, A seared small steward peeped
in at the door, od feebly if the Herr
wanted anything, and seurried away with-
out waiting for an answer,

SWell aimed!™ he said,
tell me about it."

And | knew that T had won. | may
mention here that the “sir” was dropped
from that day onward between us.

I told him. He made no comment for
a moment, and then asked:

“They are evidently trying to foree the
challenge from you, so as to deprive von
of the choice of weapons, How are yvou
with a pistel?”

“Well, if you want to know. I'm just
heautiful,” | replied.  “1've been a decent
shot sinee ten, and a lovely one sinee |
wis twenty,”

“Let him do the ehallenging: he will if
vou sit tight,” observed Gore,

“That's ail right: the old gentleman
with the face won't stop him,” 1 said.
“We understand each other.  Hahn is a
white man. | wish I could puneh his head
instead.  I'd enjoy it more, somchow.”

can dismiss voun at the

“Sit down and

WENT ont again into the warm wind

and the sun, pondering on many things.
It seemed to me 1 had aequired a good
deal of food for thought that day already,
although it was not yvet eleven o’elock,

I was to acquire more.  Half an hour
afterward, | met my employer coming
rotund wcorner with an expression of ah-
Jeet terror on his faee,

Sudden death was the smallest thing |
thought of, Sueh ideas as an outhreak of
bubonie plague on the ship, a coming
typhoon that was bound to wreek us. fire
among explosives in the hold, rushed
through my mind, it i true, but only to
he disearded on the instant.  Nothing of
that sort would have disturhed Red
Bob's equanimity.  Then what, in the
nime of all calamity and disaster, had dis-
turbed it?

My heart, as he eame nearer, hegan to
thump like the serew of the steamer.
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Surely unheard-of things were happening
to-dax! 1 saw that Red Boh was gnawing
the end of his mustache, and that his eves
looked like the eyes of a cat that is just
going to jump out of your arms through
the window. [ should not have been sur-
prised to see him make a spring over the
rail.

“What —" 1 began rather breathlessly.

“God save us, Corbet!" said the great
explorer, almost trembling, “The damned
ship is full of damned women!”

“Come into my eahin,” was the first
thing that oecurred to me to say, for I
really thought him mad.

He preceded me into the little blue-and-
white room, and sat down abruptly, mop-
ping his forehead and looking at me with
an expression of dismay. | switched on
the electric fan, and under cover of its
steady buzz, which insured us against
being overheard from the next eabin,
asked him:

“Has anything happened?”

JORE was recovering somewhat,  He
answered peevishly
“1 told you what had happened. The

ship is erawling with them, At least,
there arve three, and that's as good —or
as bad—as thirty.”

“1 never knew you were—at least, on
the Empress—"

“Giive me a drink,” interrupted Red
Bab.

I poured him a glass of tepid water: he
draunk it, and went on:

SOn the FKmpress, and after, the women,
what there were of them, were married,
it ¥ou'll remember.”

1 did. The only women passengoers from
Liverpool to Singapore had been a few
wives going to join their husbands,  And
later, on the way to Batavia and Macas-
sar, there were no women at all, exeept a
fow half eastes,

“Don’t you like unmarried women?" 1
asked, still feeling puzzled.

Ren Bon poured out and drank another
rlass,

T do not —1 do not!™ he said.  *Two
of these are married, 1 heliove —a Frean
Baumgartner and a Fran Schultz—going

to join their husbands in Simpsonhafen,
But the third! Young Corbet, for God's
and your employver’s sake, go and tir
with the whole lot till we get there, |
beliove you're quite capable of it!”

SLodon’t mind, " L said, struggling with
a frantic desive to laugh; “but | haven't
much leisure time,”

“You shall have all you want,” declared
Ctore, leaning back in his seat and wateh-
ing the blue curtains sway out and in

through the yellow cirele of the port. *I
feel better now. 1t was the lean one did
it. She seared the seven senses out of
me, up there on the hoat-deck just now.”

“Would you mind telling me what she
did?" 1 asked,

I would have given the world to be able
to explode, like an overcharged soda-
water hottle,

“She didn't do anything. She sat and
babbled. She saw a hole ine my sock
where I'd just torn it on a nail, and she
put her head on one side and said: ‘Ol
Mr. Vineent Gore, what a sad life you
must lead, without a woman's hand to
attend to these things for yvou!'”

1 was speechless.

He went on:

“And then she said, *1s there nothing |
could do for you?' *‘Madam,’ I said, ‘you
could—" But she stopped me, and said
with another sniggle, ‘1'm not madam;
I'm miss—I'm a girl!" A girl, and she as
old as I am! *‘Well, madam, or miss, as
you like," 1 said, 'vou could leave me
alone; 1 want to read.'”

“You didn't!” 1 interrupted.

“T did,” said Gore, with a terrified look.

It was too mueh. 1 collapsed on my
herth, and shrieked, rolling over and over
in an agony of mirth.

“1 never thought you were afraid of any-
thing,” 1 choked, wiping the tears out of
my eves,

“You thought dashed wrong,” replied
Gore. “That sort of woman has been the
tragedy of my life. Corbet,”—he sat up
straight, and his blue eves dilated into the
lakes of fire that had won him his nnme,—
“Corbet, some day a woman like that'll
get me, and 1 won't even have the pluck
to hang mysell,”

O, rats!" 1 osaid disrespecttfully, rock-
ing to and fro in the anguish of my en-
Joyment. X woman ean’t make a man
marry her.  Anyhow, | never was afraid
of anything that wore a skirt, in all my
life. ™

“Honest Injun?™ asked Red Bob, fixing
his eyves on me.

“Honest!" 1 said.

“Shake!™ remarvked Bob gravely, hold-
ing out his hand. *You're o braver man
than | am." ;

“Well, 1 know  what your heel of
Achilles is now,” 1 said, getting up and
going to the glass,

“What are you after?” asked Gore.

I pulled down my tic and buttoned up
my coal.

“Going to talk to the lady,” T said.

I was curious 1o see the woman who
had scared Red Bob,

To be continued next week

The Bird that Kicks Like a Mule

- . L -‘\J
There is literally nothing left of the
snake that gets into a fight with this
bird : for the secretary always ends by
stwallowing its vietim.  In South Africa,
where the woods are full of snakes,
the secretary-bird ts greatly beloved.

HE rarest and most valuable birds in
the New York Zoological Garden are
the strange pair of secretary-hirds
quartered in the ostrich house.  “Secre-
tary=hirds" they are called hecause of the
erest of long dark plumes that rises from

the back of their heads, giving them the
appearance of a clerk with a buneh of quill
feathers behind his ear.  It's an aristo-
eratie nume; but the thing that makes the *
secrotary=bird valuable is not his looks.
The natives of South Afriea love him be-
cause he can kick like o mule,

A Fight Between Snake and Bird

'l‘t IS8 into his cago a snake, no matter

how vicious, and the fight begins immoe-
diately.  The bird cantiously approaches
the snake, with wings widespread to os-
cape the sudden lunges by flight if neces-
sary.  Onee, twicee, three times, perhaps,
the snake lunges. The bird darts back,
waiting his chanee, At last it comes, and
one of those long, hard legs shoots out like
the hoof of a mule, landing squarely on
the snake's head, It reels, and falls back
stunned, to be knocked out completely by
a second blow.  And then its vietor pro-
ceads to swallow it whole,

In South Africa the birds are regarded
as a great protection.  They are affection-
ate mates, and always travel together.
When pursued they sproad their wings
and make off over the ground with the
speed of a running horse. This is the first
puir to be quartered in our climate. If
Suint Patrick had been blessed with half a
dozen secretary-birds, his cloan-up in Ire-
land would have been very mueh easier.




